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" Miss Grizzel said I was to wake you at your
usual time this morning, missie," she said. " I
hope you don't feel too tired to get up/'
" Tired ! I should think not/* replied Griselda.
" I was awake this morning ages before you, I
can tell you, my dear Dorcas. Come here for a
minute, Dorcas, please/' she went on. " There
now, sniff my handkerchief. What do you
think of that?"
" It's beautiful/1 said Dorcas. " It's out of
the big blue chinay bottle on your auntie's
table, isn't it, missie ? "
" Stuff and nonsense," replied Griselda; " it's
scent of my own, Dorcas. Aunt Grizzel never
had any like it in her life. There now ! Please
give me my slippers, I want to get up and look
over my lessons for Mr. Kneebreeches before he
comes. Dear me," she added to herself, as she
was putting on her slippers, " how pretty my
feet did look with the blue butterfly shoes ! It
was very good of the cuckoo to take me there*
but I don't think I shall ever wish to be a
butterfly again, now I know how hard they
work! But I'd like to do my lessons well
to-day. I fancy it'll please the dear old cuckoo."